I like threshingtime. Threshing has a spe-
cial charm towards evening. Music has by
now crept into the monotonous beat of the
machine, and the ear has grown accustomed
to the peculiar musical phrase, infinitely
varied from moment to moment, and yet each
one like the preceding one. And this music
forms such a cheerful background to the com-
plex movement, weary by now, but stubborn-
ly indefatigable. A row at a time, as if by
some magic invocation, the sheaves rise from
the ever-diminishing stack, and, speeded on
their final journey by a brief, tender touch
of the colonists' hands, leap into the entrails
of the insatiable machine, leaving behind them
a whirlwind of scattered particles, and the
moans of flying grain torn from the living
sheaves. And in this whirlwind, amidst the
death throes of innumerable sheaves, the colo-
nists laughed and joked, staggering from ex-
haustion and excitement, scorning their own
weariness, bending, running, stooping beneath
heavy burdens, covered with chaff, but begin-
ning to feel the refreshing coolness of the calm,
summer evening. To the symphony of sounds,
the monotonous tunes of the clicking machin-
ery, the excruciating dissonances of the top
platform, they added an exultant, essentially
major, music of healthy human fatigue. It
was hard to distinguish details, but just as
hard to tear oneself away from the elemental